Then tell me, what is the Material World, and is it dead?' He, laughing, answer'd: `I will write a book on leaves of flowers, If you will feed me on love−thoughts, and give me now and then A cup of sparkling poetic fancies; so, when I am tipsy, I'll sing to you to this soft lute, and show you all alive The World, when every particle of dust breathes forth its joy.' I took him home in my warm bosom: as we went along Wild flowers I gatherèd; and he show'd me each Eternal Flower: He laugh'd aloud to see them whimper because they were pluck'd. 
